A MESSAGE FROM THE UNCONSCIOUS     45
deciphering of a dream hieroglyphic is an extremely
personal matter.
In the present instance, however, I am going to
make a little sacrifice of personal feelings, for I think
such an illustration will explain certain things far
better than would any mere effort of verbal de-
scription.
Here is my dream:
I am in California. I want to have a prescription
made up. I goto a certain familiar chemist and am told
that in order to have my requirements supplied I shall
have to go to Miles City, Montana. I am much per-
turbed, for Miles City is a long distance away, and
would entail a very tedious and expensive journey.
Suddenly I decide to send a telegram ; and I feel at once
considerably relieved.
In order to analyse this dream I split it up into its
elemental parts, and used those elements as stimulus
ideas for developing flows of free associations.
The element prescription brought up into my con-
sciousness the idea of ammoniated tincture of quinine,
then the name of Sir William Broadbent (whom I
remembered as having been quoted as an authority for
saying that ammoniated tincture of quinine was very
beneficial during the first epidemic of influenza in
England many years ago)* Then thoughts concerning
a certain house (in relation to which I have some rather
painful memories). Then of a certain university scene
(in which some other person figured as a central actor,
and my own position was that of an envying onlooker).
Then recollections of a mine, followed by resurrected
memories of a certain scene on the Northern Pacific
Railway, Then a burst of remembrances of experiences